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CHAPTER I: "EDDIELICIEUX" 


Edward, his eyes seem the very source from which all the sweetness of the universe comes, his lips, they 
always have that pink tone, that inexplicable brightness that tempts me, | would like to try their texture, in 
fact, | have been able to feel, not in the fullness that | would like, but | have had in a couple of times his damn 
mouth on mine. It has that beautiful plump body that causes biting, pinch, taste, I've always thought that your 
intimacy should taste deliciously. Is it a word? .. It's that when | think of it, a new vocabulary must be created 
.. t's .. Eddielicieux? 


Okay, | have to start this in the right way: It was a hot summer, the days were fully illuminated by the sun 


that was looming awesome over Seattle. 


| was in a state of lethargy, such that by little step unnoticed that moment, that first encounter with the 


being that would become my punishment and redemption. 


| had been playing artist and being a vocalist for a couple of years, painting pictures for custom .. Yes | know, 
its a devalued version of my being, but | needed to eat, pay bills, etc. And | will not deny that my band is 


pretty well known here in the Seattle neighborhoods, we make ourselves call Soundgarden 


But lately my mind had completely dried up, occasionally | wrote songs, When | had something to tell, something 
that inspired me, but that also vanished. That particular afternoon, | was bored of living every day feeling the 
emptiness in my soul, I'm not going To lie, | was completely determined to seek death. It's not that | found 
myself immersed in a deep depression, or there was some feeling of pain in my existence, no, simply | was 
bored. That basic form of boredom in which nothing satisfies you, you do not find joys, neither sadness, you 
feel that you only vegetate in the world, that's how | felt, but my steps, the destination, what do | know, they 
directed me to that park, that hot afternoon of July to find my reason to live. 


The meadow shone under the powerful rays of the sun, | was struck by a group of children who It gathered 
around an older boy. The truth, not much higher than the little ones. | walked to the place, sitting on a bench 
from which | could faithfully see what was developed around the young 


"Again, again Eddie, do it again" The little ones demanded in chorus, pulling the clothes of Eddie, while he wore a 


broad smile in your face. 

| will not deny it, | have always had certain inclinations for the same sex, in fact, if you ask me | say without 
any regret that | declare myself absolutely bisexual, and this Eddie that | fully enjoyed the attention of the 
children seemed to me an appetizing specimen that | would make a nice game with the sheets of my bed. 


"Are you ready?" 


"Yes" The little ones shouted when answering the question. 
Eddie took a napkin, rolling it between his hand. 


"Very well, do not lose sight of the napkin 
The boys laughed with laughter as if they knew in advance what was about to happen, Eddie "disappeared" the 
napkin in his hand, and then blew, dropping the napkin to the floor, ending his “act of magic" with an obscene 


signal made with the middle finger. 


"Boom!" 


The children shouted, jumped, twisted around them, seemed in a trance driven by some kind of drug. It does 
not take a sage to realize that Eddie was one of those beings that arouse sympathy and admiration in every 
person who knows him. 

"Your magic is to teach obscenities to children?" 

He looked at me in the most seductive way possible, walked towards the bench where | was sitting, without 

asking permission he settled down sitting next to me, speaking to me as if he knew me since ever. 


"For lack of ice cream, | give them smiles." 


He paused, fixing his gaze on me, scrutinizing me, as if | somehow wanted to read my soul, and | was surprised, 


pleasantly, | will not deny it to hear the second thing he said: 
"Christopher Cornell, sitting on the same park bench with me." 


Yes, | accept that | am a person who enjoys public recognition and admiration, but that phrase forced me to 


ask, well, | really wanted a little more glory. 
"Wow, where do you know me?” 


‘Ive listened to your music, and one of your walls hangs on one of the walls of my living room paintings, one 


of those malformations that you do to famous paintings" 

Well, that part | did not like, who thought this park clown to criticize my works? 

"Malformation?" 

He cleared his throat, and smiled without taking his daring gaze from my face. 

"Do you want me to lie ?, | really got angry with my parents for buying that crap, and for amend the damage 
done, and before you split my face with one of your famous punches, | appreciate your original works more, 


they say much more about you than those poorly achieved reproductions that you sell in the fairs." 


Famous punches? Its okay, | admit, I'm better known for my violent nature in the bars of the city that for 


my talent, but it's that.. Okay, | have no excuse, I'm a goat when | drink liquor, and | have very litte tolerance. 
| will not go into the facts of that afternoon, it is enough to say that we speak peacefully, surpassing my 
found desires to break his face or plant a kiss. He invited me to see us at night, in that same park, | had 
nothing better to do, so | accepted. 

Before he left, he warned me. 


"Bring liquor, | can not get it because l'm a minor" 


He left, without waiting for an answer. 
| felt some anger, | had not only criticized my art, but also used as his alcohol provider. 


| entered my pathetic apartment, kicking the garbage scattered on the floor, the food boxes, the soda cans and 
the liquor bottles, the hot, thick, smelly mist hit my face, | felt nauseous, but after a couple of minutes | got 


used to the smell. 


| sat in the chair in front of the easel, | had the blank canvas, | took my palette and filled it with a drop of 
each color of the oils, | soaked the first brush over the green, pointing after the canvas, | closed my eyes and 
started painting. 


Out of nothing my actions did not respond to my wishes, each stroke had its own life, something more green, a 
little ocher, two strokes of light coffee, a little blue glitter, circles, waves, sinuous pink, mauve shapes, a rush 
of black lines, my hand got tired, stopping finally, | got up from the chair, taking a few steps towards back, | 
observed the painting .. An oval face, with round cheeks, pink and juicy v-shaped lips, bright eyes with a light 
blue, beautiful brown hair, eyebrows highlighting that expression that so much characterized with a frown and 


childish gaze. | had painted Eddie! 


| enraptured like an idiot watching my own work, well, | watched Eddie, the beautiful Eddie | almost throw 


myself on the canvas and make love to the piece of cloth. 


The hours passed like a sigh, | looked out the window, the moon was full, silver and bright, happily 


accommodated at 10 ° in my window. 


| had been late for my meeting with Eddie. | ran out of my apartment, stopped in a liquor store, two bottles of 
vodka and a pack of Marlboro. 


| continued my race against time, | was afraid that Eddie would get tired of waiting and leave. But as soon as | 
crossed the corner of the park, the boy was there, on the same bench that we occupied that afternoon, 
reading a book under the yellow light of a lantern 

"You're going to be blind reading like this." 

He raised his bright blue eyes to me, captivating me again with that damned sweetness. 


"Don't worry, | do not read, | only see the drawings." 


| sat next to him, taking a look at the book, they were graphics of homosexual positions. | withdrew my sight, 


concentrating on uncovering a bottle of vodka. 


Interesting." 


| said it in a tone of mockery and reproach. 

"A lot! This book has impossible poses, you can learn a lot." 

"More you learn from life, if you want I'll take you to my apartment and I'll teach you something." 

Eddie slammed the book shut, sitting sideways on the bench, staring at me like the first time. 

"To sleep with you, you would have to pay me, and | do not think a fourth artist has that cover my rate." 
| opened my eyes completely, | was stunned by his comment and somewhat disgusted. 

"Are you a prostitute?" 


Eddie pressed his lips, holding the smile that was beginning to draw on them, he looked at me shaking his head, 
squinting his eyes, then releasing a loud laugh. 


"Hahaha! That face you put .. Never, never fails." 

"Then is it true or not?" | asked annoyed, completely serious. 

"If it were like that, what? You go?" 

"No, | just want to know the truth." 

"No, its not like that, | just wanted to upset you." 

| breathed a sigh of relief. 

Its not that I'm bothered at all by the idea of talking a bit with a one of those people, but | felt revulsion 
when | imagined Eddie going to bed with thousands of guys money. | have a certain panic about diseases, and | 
really want to put this man in my bed. It would be a torture to be with him thinking about how many germs 
he could have in his body. 

"Give me a drink" 

His sweet voice took me out of self-absorption 

| handed him the bottle, Eddie pressed his lips to the mouthpiece, drinking hastily, hurrying almost half of the 


content, watching me at the end of drinking, the remaining alcohol on their lips made them look bright, a fiery 


red, inviting, yelling at me to destroy them among mine. 


"What an absurd way to drink" 

"Its better that the first drink is long, so you get drunk fast" 
"How old are you?" 

"| have 4 less than you 

"Oh I8" | raised my head surprised. "How do you know my age?" 


"I know more about you than you can imagine. Pass me a Marlboro, surely you've have a package between 


that black bag." 
| handed him the cigarette with suspicion. Its normal for me to know who | am, but .. 
"Don't break your head thinking why | know things about you, better light my cigar.” 


He leaned toward me with the cigarette pressed between his lips .. His red lips .. His damn lips ... | lit the 


cigarette at last in his mouth, while mine produced excessive saliva. 

| claimed my lips. He noticed my state, smiling, mocking me? 

"Chris, why do not you paint as before?" 

| ask that question every day. | did not know what to answer, | just shrugged, dodging his look. 
"Is it because of the violent death of your parents?" 


| turned my eyes on him again, he was looking at me with sadness, with pity, | do not like that | have pity, | 
can not stand that feeling. 


"No, what about my parents does not matter to me. | did not want them, | do not care if they are dead or 


alive." 

| responded with anger, and with the desire that the topic end here. 
"Then, is it because of the disappearance of your brother?" 
"Enough" | screamed. 


| do not want to talk about my life, | do not want to talk about it. | got up from the bench completely 
obfuscated. 


"Who the hell are you?" 
Eddie lowered his head, looked constantly at the floor, | heard his voice murmuring quietly. 
"Excuse me, | did not mean to bother you. 

But he was doing it, and | really do not have to put up with it 


| turned around and started walking quickly, moving away from him, as soon as | stepped on the street, | felt 


him taking my arm, pulling me to him. 
"Wait, do not go. | swear I'll leave my little mouth closed” 


He looked at me with a beautiful expression of sadness in his eyes. He let go of my arm, putting both hands in 


the pockets of his pants, moving in semicircles. 


"| do not want to be alone tonight, stay with me, if you want we can go to my house." 


